T be mofl lamentable T rage die 

Now all theferuicelrcquircofthcm. 

Is that theone will hclpe cocut the other? 

Ti & Will Liftin' a that thou haft no hands. 

For hands to do Rome feruice, is but V3ine. 

- Lvtcws « Speakcgcrtlefifterwhohath marterd thee f 
CMatcus. O that delightful I engine of her thoughts, 
That blabd them with fuch pleafing eloquence, 

L torne from forth that pretty hollow cage. 

Where like a fweet mellodicus bird it fung. 

Sweet vaiicd notesinchauntiog euery eare. 

Luctui. Oh fay thou for her, who hath done this deede? 
CMarc. Oft thus I found her ftraying in thtPaike, 
Seeking to hide herfelfe as doth the Deare 
That hath receaude f*>me vnrecuting wound. 

Tttus. It was my Dearc, and he that wounded her. 
Hath hurrmcm are then had hekild me dead: 

For now I ftand as one vpon a Rock, 

Inuironci with a wildernes ot Sea, 

Who markes the waxing tide, grow waue by waue, 
Expc&mg cuer w hen fomeern ious furge, 

Will in his brinifti bowels fwalJow him. 

This way to death my wretched fonnes are gone, 
Heereftandsmy otherfonnc,abanift)tinan. 

And heeremy brotherweepingatmy wots , 

Butthat which giues my foule the greattft fpurne. 

Is deere Lauma, deeier then my foule. 

Had Ibutfecnethy pi£f urcin thisplighf, 

Itwould haue madded me : what ihali 1 doe, 

Nowe I bcholde ihy liuely body fo 2 
Thou haft no hands to wipeaway thy tearcs. 

Nor tongue to tell me who hath marterd thee: 

Thy husband he is dead, and for his death 
*1 nv brothersare condemnde,and deadby this. 

Looke Mar t»s } ah fpjine Lucius Icoke on her, 


ofTitusAndronicus • 

When I did name her brothers, then frefti teares 

Stood on her cheekes, as doth the honny dew, , 

Vponagathrcd Lillie almoft: withered. 1 (j 1 ^ s ° anc,J 

CM arc. Perchancefhe weepesbccaufe they *i\& her 
Perchance becaufeflheknowes him innocent# 
runs. If they did kill thy husband then be ioy lull, 
Becaufe the law hath tane rctfenge on them. 

No, no, they Would not do£ fo foule a deede, 

Witnes the forrow that their fifter makes. 

Gentle Lduinia let me kiffe thy lips, 

Or make fome figne how I may do theeeafe: 

Shall thy good Vnde, and thy brother Lucius, 

And thou and I fit round about fome Founcaine, 

Looking all downewards tobehold our cheekea 
How they areftaind in meadowesyetnotdry, 

Withmiery flimeleftonthembyaflood. ? 

And in the Fountaioe (hall we gaze fo long. 

Till the frefh taftc be taken from that cleerenes, 

And made a brine pit with our bitter teares ? 

Or (hall we cut away our hands like thine ? 

Or (hall wc bite our tongues,and in disrobe fhcW* 

Pafle the remainder of out hatefull daies ? 

What fhall we doe ? let vs that h aue our tongues 
Plot fome dcuife of further mifery 
Tomakevs wondred at in time to come. 

Lucu Sweetfatherceafc your teares, for at yourgriefc 
See how my wretched fifter fobs and weeps. 

Mart . Patience deerc Necce, good Titus Anc, thine eyes* 

? Titus . Ah At circus arcus, Brother well I wote. 

Thy napkin cannot drinkc a teare of mine, 

For thou pocre man haft drowndit with tbineownc* 

Luci* Ah my Lautnia I will wipe rhy cheekes. 

Titus . Mark^*rc#jmarke,lvnderftanriher fignes, 
Had fhe a tongue to fpeake, now would fhe fay 



That 


